Sir Thopas fell to love-longing

All when he heard the throstle sing,

And spurred as madman would:
His stallion fair, for this spurring,
Did sweat till men his coat might wring,

His two flanks were all blood.

Sir Thopas grown so weary was
With spurring on the yielding grass,

So fierce had been his speed,
That down he laid him in that place
To give the stallion some solace

And let him find his feed.

"O holy Mary, ben'cite!

What ails my heart that love in me

Should bind me now so sore?
For dreamed I all last night, pardie,
An elf-queen shall my darling be,

And sleep beneath my gore.8

"An elf-queen will I love, ywis,9
For in this world no woman is

Worthy to be my make

In town;

All other women I forsake,
And to an elf-queen I'll betake

Myself, by dale and down!"

Into his saddle he climbed anon
And spurred then over stile and stone.

An elf-queen for to see,
Till he so far had ridden on
He found a secret place and won

The land of Faery

So wild;

For in that country was there none
That unto him dared come, not one,

Not either wife or child.

s Gore: the gore of his garment.
*Ywis: truly, certainly.
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